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Letter from the Editors: 


Part of our make-up as humans is our relational cravings. We love to listen 
and to tell. We are made of stories. From the places we have walked and 
the stories that we have heard to the moments that have broken us, we're 
all made up of written pages, Without our blood spilled on it, our creative 
efforts would be dry, The artistic scrapbook before you looks back at the 
footsteps of our lives. Inspired by Wendell Berry’s poem “A Timbered 
Choir, this issue is based on the idea of looking at where we came from, 
together those painful, thrilling, devastating, and ultimately 
significant moments to create a beautiful testimony as a student body of 
where we have been, and how we have been shaped by these experiences. 

Our hope is that you too will be inspired to listen to, share, and treasure 

the stories that connect us to ourselves, and to others. 


Dan Galenkamp & Laura He 
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3 It’s Nothing 
Ss Jennifer McCallio 
Acrylic paints on 


In the Woods Behind My House 


Stephanie Nuiiez 


Untitled | Brent McCamon 


We struggle. 
We know that we struggle; we claim its line, 

But now it’s a circle, all of the time 

So we form our own cliques, conform to our climb of the vine 
constitutes wine 


Argue that our watered down jui 


Drunk on compounded confusion, 

Driven by determinant depravity 

Mesmerized by mental masturbation, 

Blurring the lines in watery-eyed imagery 

Till the pages themselves cause rampant division 

A unified scripture torn to shreds by interpretation 
Justified to solidify the foundation of denomination 


We've played it by the book, so close to the letter were illiterate 
Raising hands to ceilings to prove we're immaculate 
But with hands at our sides in the face of the less fortunate 


‘We prove ta ourselves we are Judas Iscariot 


We don't wear our hearts on our sleeves, 
‘We wear tourniquets on our hearts 

And disable His body, the collection of parts 
Deemed worthy to disciple nations, 

Yet weid rather appease 

Our own personal pulpit, mere puppets on strings, 
Marionettes married to our own self-esteem 


And If the Church is a hospital for souls 
Then we're operating far below our capacity 


We do not view the state of our world as an emergency 
‘And our complacency is apt to promote “unsurgeoncy” 


Injecting IV's with doxology and doctrine, 
But the poison’: in the dosage prescribed by the patronage 
And the Great Physician is on the back burner 

While we cook up new synthetic substance 

‘To supplement what we've lost through overindulgence 


‘We've transformed the body to a disease ridden corpse 
Sustained through ignorance 

Embodied by indifference 

A counterfeit, precisely, a persona created, 

‘A compilation of actions, memories - collected, 

not the originator of the idea conceived, 


Please, throw off your veils of marriage to anonym 
Add your voice and your meaning to our collective identity 
So bring out your dead, 

‘And all the skeletons you've been hiding 

(Claw out of that confining cage you call a pew 

‘One should not close both eyes to see your point of view 


Live what you speak, speak what you mean, 
Make meaningful your existence, when bare to the seam 

For I know God rewards purpose, not some middle class dream 
Where success is defined by the perception of peers 

Faking our way through life like killdeers 

With a limp that we medicate through mutual appreciation 

Of material wealth and a puritan class distinction. 


‘The Gambit | Andrew Watt 


Iridescence splattered by varying hues of colour 
Display too perfectly these shades of grey 
Enveloped and encircled by torrents of a storm 
‘These colours last never giving form 


Violent swirls clash waring with the other 

‘Too proud with malice and delight to take tight 
Deprived of warmth they carry on 

Battling the other brothers in arm 


Envy spurs forth the onslaught of war 
Driven by madness like the hatter before 
The womian gambit squanders the tale 
forfeiting pleasure lost in a veil 


Through the Veil 
Oils & mixed media on canvas 
Stephanie Wills 


Through the Asphalt Top | Matthew Bokma 


A seed that sleeps beneath the asphalt top, 
Through cracks, awaken, struck by rays of light. 
‘These gaps collect the dew high heavens drop: 
A sprout, new life, with purpases incite! 


Oh delicate sapling! what strength’s thine own? 
Such small, sensitive twig, a stem so frail. 
‘No might possessed, hower not left alone, 
‘Through mercy, oer the fortfied stone prevail. 


My shrub! Their feet and rigs are directed, 
‘Compassion leads thy predators away, 

‘Harsh winds and storms, through kindness, re- 
flected: 

‘The sun scorch not, no wither nor decay. 


And now I stand before Siloa’s brook 
For my faith, my life. You have neer forsook. 


Overwhelmed 
Acrylic 


Deanna Schaafsma 


War Museum | Erin Haayema 


Perhaps he thinks it strange that we 
adorn these walls with tapestry 

cof gore and skeletons, the foulest 
portraits of humanity. 


Perhaps he does not think it best 
that memories he has lai to rest 
are splattered over every wall— 
severed limbs and Jews undressed 


For spectators without recall 
to gawk at as they trudge the halls, 
their children squabbling carelessly 
before the grisly carnival 


Pethaps he marvels that they see 
the battered face of history 

and talk in mindless monotones 
of ravaged women, amputees, 


Of young men butchered, infants thrown 
in furnaces or graves unknown— 


and still they shrug away the sight, 
the audience of this new Rome, 


Perhaps he does not think it right 
that he spilt blood and years to fight 
{war that we now set upon 
‘pedestal for our delight 


Perhaps we warm our hands against 
the fires of Nero in ignorance... 


Cathedral Lights 
Andrew Watt 
Oil on Canvas 


Land’ End | Kimberly Musselman 


Sea | Hannah Vermeer 


As see fades to sea fades to sky, 
The boat hums along the drifting night. 
Night leaves the evening leaves the eventide. 
Gulls dance back and forth along the water, 
Gliding along its fading silence. 

Silence slips to morning slips to mourning, 
‘And gulls grieve the light with their cries. 
‘Night falls under the horizon 

‘And swims beneath the scene of another day. 
Day comes with light comes with flight, 

And the sun flies to hover over the sea. 


Strangers on a Train | Justine VanBolhuis 
“So what brought you to Prague?” 


‘The train from Prague to Amsterdam rolled steadily on, and I was glad of someone to keep me company. At first glance, we didn't have much 
in common—Tony was a British ex-naval officer in his early fifties, and I was @ university student from Canada—but he was the only other 
person in my compartment on the overnight train, and wed struck up a conversation. As we discovered our mutual appreciation for history 
and Czech beer, wed opened a couple of bottles and sparked a long discussion of European history, ranging from the causes of the Second 
World War to the long tradition of enmity between France and Britain. In my opinion, Tony had missed his calling as a history teacher. 


“Tve been travelling Europe in search of my family, as it were,” he said, and when I nodded, he continued, “My mum came from Austria origi- 
nally. Her family was Jewish, but she managed to escape to England during the war as part of the Kindertransport. But she had to leave her 
family behind, and I've been trying to trace what happened to them. I started in the Ukraine...” 


As the lights of various towns and cities flashed by us, he told me what hed learned about his grandfather, who disappeared somewhere in Po- 
land, never to be heard from again. And about his grandmother and great-grandmother, murdered at Auschwitz, And finally, about his aunt. 


“She died at Terezin? Tony said, drawing to a conclusion. “It was an internment camp just outside Prague. ‘There's a wall with plaques dedi- 
cated to the memory of the victims, paid for by surviving family members. Thad one made for my aunt, and I thought it was time that I saw 
the place for myself” 


“That must have been quite an experience,’ I said. Such an inadequate response, but I couldn't think what else to say. 
‘Tony took a sip of beer and looked at me. “Do you have much family”” he asked. 


I thought of my extended family, bursting with aunts and uncles and cousins, and nodded. “Yeah, we're pretty close” 
CONTINUED on page 14 
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“Inever had anything like that” he said. “I don't know how to explain it. My parents weren't the religious sort—I don't think of myself as being 
Jewish. But now when I'm with my own grandkids—I didn't realize what I was missing at the time, but growing up, I never had an uncle or a 
‘grandfather to go to, the way they can. So I suppose that’s what I'm looking for, really—a connection to my mum family, to the roots that I've 
been missing my whole life” 


Te was hard to imagine what it would be like to be missing one whole side of my family, o never have known that part of myself. “What about 
your father’s family?” I asked, as I shifted my weight on the seat, which was growing uncomfortable after several hours. I was beginning to 
regret being too cheap to pay for a couchette. 

“Dad's family? They were all in Holland, mostly, and we didnt keep in contact.” Tony answered. 

“That's where my family’s from? I said, surprised. 

“Oh, yeah? Is that why you're headed for Amsterdam, to discover the motherland?” he asked, amused. 


I shook my head. “Not particularly. I've never really felt much connection to my heritage. I'm just interested to see the city, eat a stroopwafel, 
you know.” 


He chuckled, and our conversation moved on to other subjects, before we each decided to try to get some sleep, though I at least was largely 
unsuccessful. When we reached Cologne, he wished me luck and we parted ways, leaving me to reflect on our encounter. Hed provided an 
angle to the aftermath of the Holocaust that Id never before considered: the next generation, growing up without the web of support that an 
extended family provides; a lost connection to a shared past. 


A few new passengers entered the compartment and stowed away their luggage. I settled in for several more hours on the train, and as it 


trundled onward toward the country of my ancestors, I wondered about my own family’s past, and what I might discover about myself when I 
got there. 


lying Love'| Jacqueline Boers 


The Long Game | Nathan Brink 


Quit 
A gentle hand rises, and fall 


Sister | Jennifer McCallion 


You're living my 


Neo-Graffiti | Bryn Johnston 


‘There | Kira Moolman 


born in 

blood and dust 

bleeding sunsets and dry land 
that sticks in your throat 


catch your breath 
like that bird you are cupping in your hands 
she saw an opening instead of a window 


dry and bare the sol the feet the heartland beats with the 
pulsing of the many peoples that 

tread on its surface tear deep in its skin trying to 

catch the light in the sun-soaked heat 


watering the earth with 
drops of sweat 
the land exhales as one relieved of thirst 


shades of skin, sky, soil 
yawn and stretch and speard their arms out to 
catch the 

smell after rain 

(there's a word for that, I've heard) 


and far off you can hear the ocean if you listen hard 
‘cup one hand to your ear and the other out for spare change 
‘as you wait at the intersection 


‘can you hear it there can you 


Here | Kira Moolman 


a childhood of 


silent 
snowdeifis 
empty 
skies 
adolescense is 
wondering at a wild vast silence that comes with 
the blanket of stars overhead smothering you in light 
catch your breath in your throat 
adulthood is a 


wilderness domesticated to become home 
we make the forest a wooden house and live init * 
read Yeats in bed with the window open 

all asleep with 

faces turned towards the moon and 

listen for the sea 


Untitled | Justin Ei 


God is not a magic 8-ball | Natalie 
VanderVeen 


God speaks today 

In the light filtering through squirrel’ bristly tails 
In the caterpillar squirming between my feet 
In the snake writhing on the front porch 

In the crisp night air 

In the smoke trailing from my cigarette 

In the shadows the street lights cast 

In the smile exchanged slyly 

In the easy breathing 

He tells me it won't always be this easy 

If keep making it hard for myself 

God, couldn't you have said something else? 


Stubborn Love | Erin Haayema 


Out of the corner of my eye, I saw 
One old man stumble heavily upon 

His duct-taped walker; iritated by 

His feebleness, I ground my smoke, half-gone, 
Into the dirt and forced him to his feet. 

He pushed me back and bent again— 
Snatched from the grass a wilted daffodil 

And wobbled forward, bearing in his hand 
‘That golden flower asifa jewel, set 

Itin the grey and thinning crown of some 
Poor woman who could only shiver in 

Reply 1 watched him gently brush a thumb 
Across her leathered cheek and whisper words 
That caused that face to blush a virgin red. 

‘An ugly pair they made, those two—pocked 
‘And paper skin and sagging chins. But then, 
Perhaps frail beauty cannot match the hard 
‘And muscled gait of stubborn love that stoops 
In pain to pluck a flower, undeterred. 


mbs 


Untitled 
Kristina Jidkova 


‘We are the authors of the road, 
ay reams are stones nl kere and fers ‘ 

In allegiance with a strong wind, carrying burdens in our bags. We go 
Memoriang ral maps andthe bulls niad-numbing schedule 

Just children seeking the valour road, 

Overflowing with collected courage like bountiful harvest 

After muster seeds sowed 

‘And youl eam, then you'll know where the courage seeds grow 

Where adrenaline waters them and the compass rose [paired with pocket 
prayers} shows, 

‘better way. 

Light ofthe night and shadows of the day will undoubtedly mark the way 
Down the paths lined with infinite layers of darkened blue clouds 

‘Where the weeping pines tower ona frost bitten mound 

‘We, the men and women of valour, will warm each other’ aching hearts and 
frozen bodies 

Hiuddling for warmth in Mexican blankets, coloured the same as our vagabond 
souls 

On summer nights ou in cans gleam with whisky, on winter nights with chat 
Guuetrb carreronibe wana te nectar a 

Every night, just asthe moon rose and the sun fll 

(Gur voices afe the soundtracks to each cthers youth 

Let us all walk the woodlands together, forever 


‘The 
Moon rose 
“The moon 
Rose 
Itrose 
Abalt 
Moon 
Now 
Teel 
Where 
Tsitnow? 
The moon 
Its time to go home now, 
think 


Maybe, just one more time, lets wait till she rise of the moon 


“The years pass too soon, 


Euphoria ‘Multi-Faceted Self-Portrait 
Oil on birch panel Oil on canvas 
Natasha VanGurp Dyah Neilson 


Wory | Nathan Brink 


The kid stepped through the open door, 
And stepped into the light. 
‘The house around, the roof, the floor, 
All gleamed a brilliant white. 


‘The kid's first steps went through the house, 
‘And through the house the darkness grew. 
The light around he began to douse, 

By choice, he sadly knew. 


Each step transformed the floor to stairs, 
That headed deep on down 
Eventually, gave up his cares, 

And burned a wedding gown. 


The darkness spread, the house grew dark, 
The last light from flickering flames. 
As it burned down, a questing spark, 
Brightened a shelf of 


Untitled | Sarah-Ann Wijngaarden 


He reached out blind, towards the sound, 
‘That called him to come and see, 
‘The wonders of the never found, 

And what he could still be. 


‘he voices began to push the black, 
‘Away from floor and wall. 
Standing straight with a boneless back 
He saw a mirror; ornate, tall. 


He took a look at his burning eyes, 
Reflecting a fiery dream. 
He stood up and rebuilt, with lasting tries, 
“The gown, made seam by seam. 


He smiled as he searched for years, 
For needle, spool and thread, 

“The mirror showed both hopes and fears, 
That define what's never dead. 


‘Can We Share the Silence | Take.Break.Beat.Repeat | 
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Tabitha DiDonagnico Ff 


Untitled | Acrylic | Heidi Dekker 


‘The one thing you need to know about my 
city | Amelia Bowes 


‘The one thing you need to know about my city is 
that 

T've been more blessed by 

tired dreams and hangovers 

than the brightest cathedrals. 


&.. Absence | Stephanie Nuiiez 


Hong for the memory to be 
‘unremembered; 
to be there, 
and to know you. 


In vain I wait for the past 
‘as if it might still be waiting for me. 


~ 1 wait still 


and with a hope not quite whole, 


A joy born of sorrow 
fills me 
and knows me, 
‘And the longing remains 
- ‘and its acquaintance is made 
and still [long to unremember. 


The Minstrel is a student publication from Redeeme 


piversity’College located in Mamiltan, Ontario, 


